BORODISHIN
A Princely Yuri
In the morning word came to the effect that, his father
being absent, the young Prince of Teijinar was ready to
receive us. The invitation was welcome, for undoubtedly the
Prince would be able to help us to secure good camels.
Wang, so as to be seen in good company, I suppose, insisted
on coming to act as interpreter, though we found it very
difficult to follow his lisping Russian, and his knowledge of
Mongolian was less good than Boro's, We rode at a trot to
Hajjar, rejoicing at the thought of the sheep which, in
accordance with the laws of hospitality, must be served in our
honour* Once more I took Peter over his lesson in be-
haviour. He was very lazy and had never mastered the art of
gnawing a bone. Nomad etiquette insists that a guest must
not abandon a bone till it is bare. Only thus does he show the
high value he places on that precious animal, the sheep.
The women and children watched us dismount and enter
the great yurt Inside, the elders of the tribe, squatting in
rows, made an imposing assembly. The young Prince sat,
impassive, facing the entrance. With a disdainful pout he
accepted the modest presents proffered awkwardly by Peter,
a packet of cigarettes, a pocket-knife and a pack of cards.
The unsmiling senate brightened a little when a great plush
rug representing a dead tiger fell from where it hung over a
pile of chests behind me. The bracket supporting the sacred
books and the eight offertory cups was decorated with
paintings, as was also a wardrobe—it was the first time I had
seen such an article of furniture in a yurt.
But my attention was mainly centred on the white-
bearded Mongols round me and on a woman with very
fine features—no doubt she was of Tibetan origin—who,
like ourselves, sat near the door. Beyond question, it
is in Teijinar that one sees the finest types of the Tsaidam
region. Probably our hosts were descendants of the
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